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Out From The Past 
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Message 


Out From The Past 


It was mid-afternoon in Las Vegas and Slash was in his hotel room checking all 300 plus channels of the 
satellite television. Duff and Scott were hitting the local radio stations for interviews for the upcoming concert 
and everyone else was visiting the casinos and relaxing. As much as Slash wanted to ransack the high limit 
tables he decided to keep a low profile for the first few days in Vegas and just stay in the room watch some 


shows and order the most ridiculously expensive sandwiches known to mankind. 


Not late enough for Monster Garage. Slash thought as he bit into his seventy five dollar hamburger topped with 
abalone. He flipped through and saw a piece of a VH-I interview that Velvet Revolver did earlier that year. He 


smirked as he watched the rest of it. Soon the commercials started and the Grand Theft Auto: San Andreas 
spot began to air and Slash flipped past like no tomorrow. Fuck / wanted to play that too. He thought as he 
blindly went through the channels. Seeing nothing good on television he turned it off and contemplated slaying 
the poker tables. Soon Slash's cell phone rang and he saw it was from Scott. 


"Hey, we're finishing up at X-treme radio. The folks there are nice enough to pay for a party at the Palms 
just for being us." Scot's voice was tired and scratchy but still warm laced with expectation 


"PR stunt?" Slash replied flatly 
"For the town big shots. Commoners will have to wait until concert day. 
"Hard Rock's gonna blow one at us for this but | think | can spare some time.” 


"Great! Duff wanted to play tonight but if you weren't gonna do it, he wasn't either. Limo picks up at seven 


Hey man, are we still up for shopping at the Forum?" 

"Maybe, if we can get there before the masses." 

"lll have management see if we can finagle ourselves a pre-open hours spree." 

“Appreciate it" 

"See you later. And Duff wants to show you something on camera." 

"Okay" Slash turned on his camera option on the cell. He saw Duff on camera and he had a dumb grin waving 
at the camera. Slash rolled his eyes and waved back. "Love you too Duff, I'll see you later." Duff gave him the 
thumbs up and Slash could distinctly hear the sound of Scott snickering on the other end before he hung up. 
Slash plopped down on the luxurious bed and his hamburger spilled over on the sheets. Undaunted he just 
scooped it up and took another bite. He flipped on the television again just to give it one more shot only to see 


Oprah Winfrey on the screen. 


"Today we are talking about people who have moved on with their lives after being in an abusive, self- 


destructive relationship." Slash turned it off immediately and decided to take a shower. 


Being naked with warm steamy water streaming down only served to amplify his brooding. He almost 
flashbacked to the day after he departed from Guns € Roses and almost had the same train of thoughts as 
on that day. Il be okay. Hi be alright. Itll be okay. Hi be alright. FUCK YOU AXL. III be okay. Hi be alright. He 
remembered the day he told Duff that he was so fucking grateful to be at his side again with Velvet Revolver 
and the words that Duff gave Slash in return. 


You'll survive because you have a strength inside of you that burns hotter than a torch That strength is what 


separates legends from wash-outs. It kept you alive even during the gross excess and it will keep you alive in the 


years fo come. 
A rot so subtle jab at Axl, but Slash guessed Duff only phrased it like that because that's what he wanted to 
hear at the time. It worked. He got out of the shower and dried off with a fluffy towel and went back into the 


bedroom. His cell phone was blinking and so he turned it on and saw he got a text message. It was from an 


unknown caller but Slash looked at it anyway. 


DROP THE JUNKIE WASTE. | WANT TO SEE YOU AGAIN. [W] 


W? Who the fucking hell is..shit 

"I fucking do not need this right now. NO FUCKING WAYI!" Slash yelled to no one in particular over the knock of 
the housekeeping maid. The maid, shook up, scurried on to the next room. Slash called up Scott again and using 
three way calling put Duff on the phone too even though he was in the same limo as Scott. He explained the 
message to them both. 

"Is it too much to hope for that George Bush suddenly has the hots for you?" Duff deadpanned. 

"Ha, fucking, ha" Slash retorted. 


"I thought it was kinda weird that you were thinking about him and he suddenly pops up with a message, like 
you're psychic or something." Scott said as he reached for bottled water in the limo. 


"If it is that fucker I'm not gonna let him derail my working vacation Come over here right now and we'll have 


a sane non drug or groupie sex infested blow out." Slash grunted. 

"We can always gamble and spend hideous amounts of money on little shit, still” Duff offered. 
"Exactly." Slash said firmly. 

"Were you two involved?" Scott asked bluntly. There was silence on the three phones. 

"Um, no." was all Slash said. Liar. 


"Oh ok, cause these ladies at the station were talking about how on Oprah they did something about traumatic 
relationships today." Slash was starting to get a headache. 


"Are you absolutely sure it was him?" Duff asked gently. 


"No. Thats what makes this so maddening." 


"We're almost there. | can see we're at the corner of Tropicana and Las Vegas Blvd right now." Scott said 


looking out the window. 
"Good, thatll give me a few hours to get dressed still"Slash said with amusement. 
"Shit, don't exaggerate." Scott said though he did notice a long line of cars. 


"Let me put it to you this way. It's possible to have sex in the car or bus over there, have a good time and 


not even make it to the stoplight." 
"Get out." Scott replied. 
"No really, the way Slash did it, it's possible." Duff grumbled slightly embarrassed by their former ways. 


"No, | mean get out we'll walk the rest of the way." Scott said as he noticed a green light came and went and 


no cars were moving. 


"IIl see you when you get here." Slash said before he hung up the phone. He then switched over to the 


message that was saved. 


Not again. Never again. 


Youre not a king anymore, Axl. 


Scourge In The City 


Author's Notes: 
Any unfamiliar terms found here should be looked up on Google if you dare. :p Special Thanks to Shadowfax for 
this chapter! 


Slash and Axl were in an alleyway. It could have been in Chicago. t could have been in New York or Los Angeles. All 
that mattered was that it was 2:00 AM, the smell of feces and Jack Daniels was in the air and Slash was sitting 
on a crate with Axl's face buried between his legs. Though his mouth was as warm and sumptuous as ever, the 
sound of cars driving by including the occasional siren made the setting much to be desired The group was still on 
top of world with everything that they could ever want. 

ks this it? ls this all there is and nothing more? 


"The rooms are all filled with people, even the bathrooms. So unless you want an audience, here is a good a place 
as any," Axl said, wiping his mouth off. 


Slash brt his Ip for saying that out loud 

‘Good? Axl asked 

"Yeah Axe, your mouth is stil the best" Slash croaked out 

"You can be a bit more into it I mean fuck, Im here with you What else do you want?” 

'Here fish this off" Slash handed over the rather large bottle of Jack 

"Youre not gonna get me to shut up that easily," Axl said. though he reached for the bottle anyway. 
"Why would | ever do that? I lke that mouth very much" 

‘flattery doesn’t really work either." He took a shot from the bottle 

‘Okay. 


‘Doesn't mean you should stop." Affer a moments pause, with the sounds of cars and dogs barking Slash and Axl 
both shared a wild laugh 


Slash then got off the crate and zipped up. 


"Being alone sucks!" Scott interrupted Slash's memory trip. 
"Not always," Slash replied quietly. 


Slash, Duff and Scott were in the hotel room and most of Slash's clothes were strewn out all over the whole 
room. Normally Slash wouldn't bother so much with clothes, especially for a pre-packaged party such as the 
one at the Palms. But Vegas changed so much in the past decade one couldn't be sure whether one could be 


overly casual or wear awards show type fare. Or in some cases have a quick change for both. 


"What's he paranoid about again?" Duff said, walking out of the bathroom. Scott threw a sock at him from the 


chair clear across the room. 


"Being alone. Do you know what brought it on?" Slash said as he held up a pair of torn jeans at Duff. Duff 
shook his head at the choice. 


‘Oh, when we passed by Bally's we saw this guy about our age packing a whole bottle of Jim Beam. He had a 
jacket that was just like Scotts red leather one," Duff replied as he sat on top of a large writing desk. 


"Is that all?" Slash went to pick up a stonewashed pair of jeans only to find it had a glop of abalone and 
horseradish on it. He tossed it aside. 


"He looked like one of those hardcore gambler types. You know, the kind that are in the ‘life’, Scott said with a 
little disdain. 


"A hopeless professional?" Slash asked as he held up a pair of black denim pants. Duff nodded at this. 


Scott got up and went through the belts on the top of the dresser. He held up a green snakeskin, which Slash 


made a face at. 


"Yeah. | was a ‘hopeless case' too, but not with poker." He held up a studded belt, which Slash nodded at and 
Scott tossed it at him. 


"True, but your hopelessness was laid bare all throughout Rolling Stone, MTV--" Duff began. 


"A music video, rumors from ten thousand fans and tabloids--" Slash continued as he quickly put on a purple 


and gray sleeveless tie-dye. 


"The US legal system, various social workers, family members and you guys," Scott finished with much droll. 
"But nobody knows about these people. | mean all throughout my rather haphazard life, even when | was at the 
bottom, there were some people that had even less. Think about it. Your worst not-so-shining moment 
compared to somebody else who can't eat, or is paralyzed, or lost their house in a fire. Our problems really 


stemmed from lack of self-control." 


"Hey, you're really not alone, ya know. You've got more quality people in your life now then at any previous 


point, right?" Slash asked. 
"Yeah, | think we can shake off the rough patches if we're determined enough." 


"Dunno, the Axl Rose Cleveland Steamer incident tops the list in personal failures," Duff said with a meaningful 
look at Slash. 


He gave a stern look at Duff, but said nothing else. Duff saw a chain on the nightstand and tossed it to Slash 
to put on 


It was quiet after this little unsettling revelation. Slash looked over at Scott but Scott simply gave a razor 


sharp smirk that borderlined a grimace. 
"Never tell me." Scott said. "Incident" could encompass many things he didn't really care to know about. For all 
intents and purposes, Axl and Slash commandeered a piece of construction equipment, ran over a large crowd 


of people in Ohio with nobody knowing about it and that'd be fine by Scott. 


"Hey, why isn't housekeeping here yet? They cleaned our rooms out already?" Duff asked Slash and went to 
put on a jacket. 


Slash shrugged. "Hell if | know. It's not like | didn't call ‘em up," Slash grumbled. 

Soon all the band members were in the limo to go to the Palms even though it was an hour early. Slash just 
wanted to use the time to consider what to do about recent events involving the message. Matt stretched out 
in the limo and Dave was reading through People magazine. 

"If it was him, how did he get your private number?" Matt asked. 

"In this fucked up world you can get anything if you pay enough for it," Slash said dismissively. 


"Same as always," Scott chimed in. 


"Could be a prank. I'll bet Ashton Kutcher might be ready to ambush us," Dave offered, even though it was a 


stretch. After all, the message seemed a little personal. 
"| will set Kutcher on fire if it's him," Slash replied 
"And Axl would set you on fire if you ignored him," Duff said. 


If anyone should have made the first move, it's me. Who the hell does he think he is anyway?" Slash groaned. 


"AXL ROSE" the rest of the limo responded emphatically. 
"Fucking stupid question," Slash said as he put his face in his hands. 


"This is ridiculous! We're going around in circles, man. We're all grown men and he's sort of a powerful former 


demagogue type person, but we can still work through this," Scott implored, frustrated, 

“Shoulda named us Demagogue instead of Velvet Revolver," Matt said, trying to ease the tension 
"It's taken, | think," Duff said 

"Damn" 

"There should be more demagogues running around these days. Get people excited," Duff said. 
"The ones that are not elected or have a reality television show based on them?" Scott asked. 
"Hell yeah! Get someone who tells us what we want to hear for once!" Matt laughed. 


"And he'd have cool superpowers too," Dave said, not looking up from his magazine. He could feel everyone 


staring at him so he looked up. "You know, half-man half-god," he responded, as if stating the obvious. 
“That's demigod" Duff groaned. 


"Yeah, what you guys said." Everyone went on with the previous conversation without him and he went back to 


reading. 


| wonder if there's a contest for that sort of thing, like you know ‘False American Idol' or some shit like that?" 


Duff mused. 


Slash gave a hard snort and they all looked at him. "I can see it now, ‘False American Idol: The Search for 


Relevancy!. Axl would be a judge and he'd be just like Simon, | bet," Slash replied. 
"Oh, go call him up already. You still got him on speed dial ever since..." Duff gave a pointed look at Slash. 
"Yeah, or we'll end up hearing about him every five conversations or something," Scott groaned. 


"Which might be his master plan," Slash pointed out. Everyone else nodded. The shadow Axl cast was massive, 


not unlike an eclipse. 


"You know you want us to tell you to call him or not call him," Dave said still reading. "In reality the choice is 


still yours. lf it is him." 


How about ‘no’? That's a good choice. But Scott didn't voice this thought aloud. His future might be on the line 
here after all and he so loved hanging out with these people. He even kept one of Slash's lighters he borrowed 


and conveniently forgot to give back. 


The silence was broken by Slash. "Demagogue sounds like it should be something other than a noun," Slash said. 
It was a pathetic subject changer. 


"Demagogue the verb?" But Scott was happy to oblige him anyway. 
"It could replace ‘yadda yadda yadda'." 
"How?" 


"Me and Axl were in an alleyway in some dive, he demagogued me and passed out in a hotel room an hour 


later," Slash said. 


"Or how about, ‘| got a message from Axl, we met up and demagogued, now things aren't so bitter anymore',’ 


Duff said. 
"Not gonna happen" 
"So you two didn't talk in that alley | take it?" Duff said with a frown 


"Slash and Duff were driving down Flamingo Blvd in a limo when Slash demagogued him and was later arrested 


by the police," Slash grunted, very irritated. 


"As long as no one else saw, | don't think they'd bust you for indecency," Matt snickered, even though he knew 
that wasn't what Slash meant. 


Everyone else laughed including Slash. "Thus, the inherent problems with the ‘yadda yadda yadda' system," Slash 
laughed. 


Soon they arrived at the pristine Palms Resort in style. They managed to get through a side entrance and 
nobody even remotely made a big deal about Velvet Revolver at the Palms. Yet. They were all wearing boots 
and as such, it made a very loud noise on the hardwood floors while trying to sneak around with casino 
officials. Slash noticed a lot of loud music from the band, Everclear on the loudspeaker and some very 
provocatively dressed women going in the direction of the nightclub, Rain. Slash began to groan. In front of Rain 


there was a huge crowd of people in various states of undress and trendy squalor. In other words rock fans. 


"Great. Just great," Slash groaned. 


‘Oh, this isn't for you guys. You're up at the Ghostbar. This is some metal promotion by a net radio outfit. 
Your party is rather private,’ the official said while checking his walkie-talkie for any messages or updates. 


Rich bitches. Even better. Slash mused to himself. 
"LADIES AND GENTLEMEN! RAIN IS PLEASED TO PRESENT, IN CONJUNCTION WITH METAL SHARDS BROADCAST 
AND CORONA LIGHT.OLD GUARDS OF METAL € BIKINI CONTEST!" the announcer yelled over the loudspeaker as 


they were almost herded into an adjacent elevator. The sizable crowd roared. 


"Bikini contest? But it's the middle of winter!" Matt said with bewilderment. The others just looked at him 
incredulously. "Right. Cheap beer Girls. Party town, I'll shut up now," he said sheepishly. 


But as the line to get into Rain nightclub was snaking around multiple corridors and some of the people were 
recognizing the group, Slash's blood almost ran cold. 


He wouldnt. Not here. Not in public..okay maybe in public but not in such a FREAKIN obvious venue. 
"Hey, it doesn't seem the kind of place he'd take care of business at," Duff said to Slash quietly. 
"I know, just thinking of some buried memories that's all." 

"Why do you look like you just saw the holocaust then?" 


"| don't even know where to find him. If that was even him 


on the cell." 


"Do you want to see him again?" Duff asked very quietly while trying not to let the others in on the 


conversation It was very hard over the crowd and the slot machines. 

Soon they all went into the express elevator. 

"Well | sure as hell--" Slash began. 

"Oh my god! Is that ‘Trippin on a Hole in a Paper Heart?" Matt asked as he heard the music in the small space. 


"No, it's an elevator door closing," Scott said blandly. That got a laugh from everyone. Yes, it was the same 
song. 


"What was that song all about anyway?" Dave asked. 


"Ugh, when I'm ninety and walking on a beach somewhere, | swear l'm going to have end up explaining that song 


to my grandkids..for the 


bazillionth time." Scott said shaking his head. And Hl be happy to get to that point, Christ. 


"Doesn't lend itself to be self-explanatory though, you gotta admit," Duff said as the elevator began to ascend 
to the 55th floor express. 


As the song played a sexy woman's voice broke into it with an ad. "Want something hot and steamy tonight? 
Try our World Market buffet!" 


"They can at least finish it," Scott huffed. 
"Aw man, they demagogued a good song!" Matt whined. 
"You better stop that before you start abusing other words as well," remarked Dave. 


"Hot and steamy are not just adjectives exclusive to sex. They can be used to describe lots of other stuff. 


Volcanoes, showers,foundries, piles of--" 


"Refried beans at a good Mexican restaurant," Scott interjected ‘Cause Slash and Axl abused roadwork equipment 
in Ohio, yes sir! 


The elevator stopped and opened up. 


And downstairs..a curious commotion started to take place at the seemingly normal webcast party. 


